CHAPTER VI

THE LAST POST

" r II ^HE greatest present one woman can give
JL another is the confiding of a secret/' These
words were spoken to me by my grandmother, the
then Dowager Lady Lamington, after I had lunched
with her at her house on my eighteenth birthday; a
very important occasion in my life, for I was then
about to make my official entr6e into society.
Grandmama held my hand as I sat beside her on
the sofa, and explained this phrase by telling me of
how, when she was eighteen, a certain friend of
hers, a few years older than herself, had confided
to her a secret which, had she betrayed, would have
done incalculable harm. My grandmother added
that during her long life she had observed that, most
of the troubles in this world, are caused by people
repeating things which have been told them in strict
confidence. " You see/' she said, " it is a great
honour to be trusted, and the greatest gift one can

receive/>

I was impressed, but somewhat disappointed that
I had not received a tangible present, as I was some-
what of a child for my age. But since then I, too,
have realised the profound truth and value of her
words.
She then explained to me the significance of my
eighteenth birthday, and told me that all my actions,
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